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if we could swim in-line roan, li+enolly swim in 
the rain-liKe salmon do when swimming up- 
stream-we'd be cx mucin dappien species. 

— ron floonderoga, I93Z 




...the ball escaped from the fenced-in 
schoolyard once again... 
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...and bounded wildly ouf info heavy, gnarled 
f raff ic... 
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...narrowly dodging an enormous moving 
van rumbling by... 
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...caroming sharply off the right rear 
wheel of a sleeK taxicab nimbly 
maneuvering through the knoitea boulevard... 

i o 





rX 










...finally skidding onto a nearby-almost 
forgofren —side street. 
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c*own The shady lane The ball dribbled... 
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...past an old couple.-still in love—silting on 
the-ir porch, holding hands,- 
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past a joyous liitle dog running in circles, 
chasing it’s whipliKe Tail, hearing up cx 
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past a teenager, complete with earbuds. 
enthusiastically, singing off Key while 
mowing the neighbor’s front yor-d with 
abandon; \ 
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at the end of the street, the. ball hopped a 
tall curb and rolled into a wide park of 
thicK lush grass. 1 
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suddenly, a pair of large, strong hands 
nabbeo The ball and nurled it across The 
well-worn coui—d To another pair of 
large, strong hands. 



-j-ne second pp/m rnode^ ex 
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...and now and then, successfullv made a 

basKet. 
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...and flew away In an arc high above the 
fluttering hanos of fine frantic pick-up 









landing with a couple of sharp thumps 
then rolling speedily and smoothly onto an 
expansive., endless, fainway. 
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ex slender gloved hand scooped up fhe boll 
and firmly placed if on a fee. 
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whack!! an undisciplined swing of an 
over-sized driver catapulted the ba.ll into 
The air — high and far... 
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fie.r-ce.lv, a. wedge rapidly and repeatedlv 
flailea and hammerea the sand around the 

gall, succeeding in only burying the ball 
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"one,two,three...nine over par!" a pair of 
chubby gloved hands gleefully clapped, as 
fine maniacal wedge dug mercilessly info 
fine sand one final fime. 




convulsively, the slender gloved hand 
rudely snatched the ba.ll out of the messy 
bunker and flung it" violently imho the 
trees off to the right of the heavily used 
course. 
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no sooner hod the boll zapped out of the 
tangled brush on the far side of the 
fairway, when a.quicK wiry hand snapped 
it up and threw it to the mound. 


3^ 











3-o,nd-2....-Hne wind-up...the pi+‘c.K..K.R»Ac.K.! 

"it's oulfa here!" 
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the ball zoomed over the towerino right field 
wall, landed-SMACK. 1 .— then skipped sharply 
out of the parking Sot into the surrounding 
neighborhood, and rolled up into a pair of 
excited liltle arms... 
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fwhhi issh! (zipped theirhrow') foonap\ 
doomed the. KictO whamp'. (echoed 
-the ricochet" off the side of 0 faded 
stone cottage')... 
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i warned you Kids what would happen 
'he next time...” the ball Qutc.K\y 


the - _ 

pancaKed: f'p-’-f'p*- sssQUUEEEEstBiui*...,. 









-then wound up ignobly floating in cx darK 
9 l V fe n D e , at tbe very bottonn of a fusty 
dented, terribly abusecf forty-four 
gallon trasln can. r ,_ . -wvw* 




































...eons... 
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...then.., 

monday: a bumpy, sloshy, gamboge truck 
ride replete with shattered eggshells, 
coffee grounds, used paper products, 
soiled cat litter, fermenting melon rinds, 
withering apple cores, wilted lettuce,and 
brilliantly glossy/ house paint... 
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tuesday: tossed atop a mountainous, 
steamino heap of drecK and offal 
baKing under an unrelenting sun... 


45 








Wednesday: still top o the heap.,. 

§ uUs swooping down and swarming about 
earching tor juicy midday snacKs... 
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gingerly, a pair of gloved hands lifted 
tne t lalfenea, greasy, little ball off the 
enormous and rotting pile of simmering 

garbage.... 
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and carried it (cradling it as if a newborn 
uppv) inside the stout nfle worKshed at 
ne forever shifting bottom-and off to 
^e far left -of mt.Trash 













with -the expertise and compassion of a 
seasoned surgical nurse, re - glovedhands 
washed.and preppec) the bairfuilv nanas 
accounting for all damages ' y 
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wi+h irhe expertise and compassion of a 
veteran plcxs~tia surgeon, the same, re- 
gloved darnds pa-t iendly snipped, dipped, 
folded^ se\A/ed ; and glued... 



so 





...until the pai"ch fit and covered the ball's 
wound perfeatly, almost tna.cele.ssly. 
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with patch in place, the ball recovered 
in the coolness of the. worKshed, 
allowing the nepair to core properly. 
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gently, ever so, gently those wise old 
Hands smoothly, expertly pumped air 
into the ball... 
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bit by bit... 
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...urvhl +he ball reached H~s maximum 
Qiri"h... 
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now, several pairs of strong weathered 
hands tested and re-tesrea the ball's 
r£=>si 1 Iarcv on rr^cxK.^sriiTT nricxccxoorn 

half -court just outside -the small st-urdy 

shed — 


S9 








liltle bo.ll boo+ camp 
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i+ held -fast, launching off a s+ee.1 toe... 
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held fast, booming off the sweet spot of 

on old splintered bat... 





held fast, shoo+ing off a well-aimed 

^ t / \ 











...held fast, rocketing off the massive hecxd 
of an unyielding ancient six wood... 
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he bali; > ride bock do down ducked snugly 

UP PQOIi V • ! r\ bent-UD me+al lunrh bny on 


up OQCuru > i a beat-up metal lunch box on 
the bone h of a seen-better-days (but highly 
dependable') half-don was bumpy but qarbaqe 
free (a nice change'.). 
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the reliable old pickup steadily threaded 
its way through the noon-hour traffic 
threatening to clog the main thoroughfare... 



























...whoops', scooted past a moving van... 
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^eathe! potienfly waited for thn 
is~hs> .-ho make their way "hirroug'n 


■tire 


ion 
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after a quick right, the sKilfuUy driven 
truck angled into a precisely lined parking 
spot and came +o a s-top. 
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lunch time at the raucous lifhe middle 
school planted on the main dradll 
the dusty playground teemed with 
squirming, charging, dancing, tussling, 
beiiov/'u \g, mewing; guffawing young'Jhs. 





with a mighty heave, the strong 
weathered hands threw the bain into an 
already high-pitched, netless free-for-all... 
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...1~he boil escaped from fbie fenced-in 
schoolyard once again... 
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f iction/colori ng 


oK (not per se...) 
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